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Deep Azure 


by FemnarchRemembrancer 


Summary 


A void-born captain finds himself under the gaze of the dread Mother of Darkness... and 
uncovers her deepest secret. 


Your name is Primus Nemo, and you are about to die. 

You have spent twelve years working as a humble captain aboard the "Unrivaled", a transport ship 
in service to the Empress's glorious and noble Great Crusade. Your work was simple, but 
gratifying, ferrying supplies between forge and fortress worlds... until the orders came down from 
on high that your ship was being reclassed as a logistical support vessel, and attached to a 
campaign fleet: that of the Night Ladies. 

You had heard enough of their reputation to have your blood run cold. They were the final sentence 
handed down on those who refused the Imperial Truth. Dead-eyed killers and barbaric sadists 
without any compunction, shame, or mercy for either enemy or ally. The Centurion who came 
aboard your ship for police duty responded to a menial's unkempt uniform by shattering his left leg 
with a single brutal kick. 

"Have his leg replaced: and the next rating found who falls short of the Mater Tenebraum's 
standard shall have his uniform stapled on." 

Mater Tenebraum. The terrible queen of the Legion, who claimed her adopted home-world in a 
campaign of bloody execution against all who fell short of her justice, and who would cleanse an 
entire hive for the wickedness of a handful of nobles. Fearful whispers held that she could see the 
hidden evils and perverse whims in the hearts of all who live. You dreaded the thought of standing 
in her presence, and thus made sure to be hard and heavy with Naval Regulations with your crew: 
an exemplary ship would never demand her cruel attentions, surely? 

How wrong you were. 


It happened after the extermination of some depraved splinter of Humanity that had killed the 
envoys sent to them, sealing their fate at a stroke: a single lander approached the command deck's 
docking station, broadcasting no identity beacon and responding to your vox-hail with a sound like 


demonic wailing. The broadcast triggered an alpha-level override of the station's security, forcing 
the airlock into a ready state, jamming etheric tracking, and causing the lights aboard the ship to 
flicker and surge. You rallied the armsmen and personally led them to the station, ready to hold off 
whatever approached: if some of the degenerates had escaped and were armed with the powers of 
the Old Night, you would sell each corridor to them with a great tithe of blood before they could 
take your ship and its supplies. 

The first rank leveled their hellguns in the flickering gloom as the airlock opened- 

-and reeled back as a shadow taller than a man cleared the door. The figure flicked a wrist, a series 
of pings rang out, and the front rank's guns scattered across the floor, long, slightly-curved blades 
embedded in each. 

The Mater Tenebraum wore a plate that seemed to drink the light around it, a blue so deep it 
became black, paired with a wine-dark cape that seemed to embrace her like a lover. Unlike some 
of her sisters, her armor did not hug her figure close, but concealed it from prying eyes. The tip of 
each finger of her gauntlet ended with a thin, pointed nail which glowed with a pale light. Her long, 
pitch-black hair hung lifelessly around her face- a colorless, oddly fragile thing marred by several 
thin scars. Her jet eyes lanced into you with a hooded, cruel gaze, her delicate lips drawn in an 
expression of bored contempt. 

Your heart raced with fear as she stepped forward, your armsmen withdrawing around you, too 
terrified to make a sound. You felt crushing guilt and a perversely blissful helplessness wash over 
you as she drew level, her gaze never flinching from you: you are tall, of void-born stock, and often 
loom over your planetborn subordinates, but you still only come up to her collarbone. You found 
enough steel to raise your arms in salute, stopping your arms from shaking and fighting the urge to 
run or turn your sidearm on yourself. 

"We are h-honored that you grace us with your presence, Mater Tenebraum." 

Her stare continued, seeming to drink you in, strip every layer from you- armor, clothes, skin, 
sinew, bone- until your naked soul remained, every iniquity exposed. After what felt like a 
thousand years, she spoke. Her voice was passionless, clinical, and knife-edged, its words as 
inescapable as a judge's sentence. 

"I have personal need of the medical supplies in your trauma bay. There was an attempt on my life 
in the field. Your men will retrieve them for me while I rest." 

So that's it: your ship was ordered into low orbit after the initial bombardment, in case the legions 
had need of rapid delivery of munitions, food, or medical supplies. That the Mater would come 
personally for them is odd, but you were not foolish enough to question the will of a Primarch. She 
was not here to destroy you or your ship for some sin invisible to all but her. You nodded to two of 
your personal attendants, who fled with unseemly haste. The Mater Tenebraum stepped forward, 
brushing past you as if you were a cobweb in a neglected hallway. Then, she paused, and spoke 
again: 

"Your ship's discipline is... acceptable. My liason has no complaints regarding your service. You 
have shown yourself to be useful. I will dine in your chambers tonight. 2200 Imperial Mark-I have 
no need to make clear the price of refusal." 

Your heart plummeted. 


>2200 Imperial Mark 

This is it. This is when you die. 

You had heard whispers of the fate of those men who the Mater had taken interest in- how she 
bound them, used them for target practice with her knives, skinned them with her horrible talons, 
poured out acid upon their faces or more precious regions, bathed them in promethium and set 
them alight, subjected them to the most obscene and barbarous tortures. All knew it, but none could 
speak out against it- such inhumanity to an unfortunate few was both her right and privilege as one 
of the protectors of Mankind, blessed by the great Empress's own blood. You also knew that 
refusal would likely lead to her scouring your ship and killing each of your men along with you- it 
took only one mistake to mark oneself for death in her eyes. You are a man of the Imperial Navy. 


You were ready to die for the sake of the Truth, and for your men, just as your men would- and 
have- died for you. 

You had your formal uniform fetched from your apartment as soon as you had come to terms with 
the "honor" that had been bestowed upon you. As the time approaches, you rise from your chair, 
with its view of the purged world turning below you with the stillness of the grave, and nod to your 
first mate. 

"T'll take my dinner now, Jakobs. I may be some time. You are... you are in charge until I return." 
The deck stands to attention and salutes you as you leave, a martyr for the Imperium. 

You force yourself to walk to your own quarters- once a place of rest and comfort, now your 
execution grounds- and open the doors. 


The Mater sits at one end of your small, personal table, squatting slightly in a large chair that, 
based on the staring-eye design on the back, was designed for your ship's obese Navigator. Her 
terrible mantle rests on a sturdy table nearby, in arm's reach of her- its intricate metal plates neatly 
folding into a shadowy metallic stack by some archeotechnical miracle. The gauntlets rest beside it, 
along with two bandoliers of knives, micro-explosives, and more esoteric and specific weapons, 
showing what she wore beneath it all- a plain grey uniform, rumpled by sweat and wear. But for its 
size, you would swear it was some hive menial's tuinic. You can see the shape of her body more 
clearly beneath it, and despite your terror, you have a giddy moment of appreciation for this fruit of 
the Empress's loins. Her body is strung with lithe muscle, her curves giving a trim, but still 
womanly, shape to her. Her fingers are long and delicate, sharing the maggot-pale coloration of her 
face. You can see more thin, almost translucent scars rising along her forearms and kissing her 
neck and collarbone. 

The two of you are alone, your attendants clearly having been dismissed. 

Your men have laid out a proper officer's banquet on the trolley nearby- roasted grox with rare 
spices, aged amasec, the bounty of six worlds ready for consumption. The Mater hasn't even 
looked at it. Instead, she has placed out a ration set- the kind your own ratings eat- and a glass 
filled with filtered water. 

Her eyes flick to you, filling your heart with the screaming terror from before, and then to the seat 
across from her. You take it, slowly and with dread. You dare not speak, or move to eat- you feel 
as if a misplaced breath may be the signal to begin your destruction. 

The Mater opens her kit, and then pauses. She speaks with her eyes locked on the nutrient ration 
like it was a rotting carcass. 

"Eat, Captain Nemo. Someone as useful as you shouldn't starve." 

You remain frozen for a minute- what if this was some test of your character, and partaking in what 
you're certain she sees as a criminal display of decadence drives her to draw one of those blades 
and hurl it into your shoulder?- but a warning glance pushes you into servicing your plate. The 
food tastes like ashes in your mouth. You still dare not speak, and she seems content in alternating 
between fixing you with that terrible gaze and taking modest bites from her ration-and then 
another, and then a third. You suppose such a large body would have a large appetite, no matter 
how lithe and supple it might- you strangle the unbidden thoughts of her shape beneath the tunic, 
lest she read them off of your skull and thus take it from your shoulders. You, in contrast, eat 
virtually nothing, nibbling at the edges of your dish and swallowing what dread will allow. 
Eventually, the Mater finishes her rations. She closes her eyes for several minutes, her expression 
shifting subtly. Then, she abruptly speaks, causing you to almost spill amasec on yourself. 
"Thanks to your management, your ship has saved the lives of nearly a thousand of my Astartes in 
this engagement alone. Thanks to this, many hundred thousand enemies of justice have been 
destroyed, as they should. This is right and proper and shows that you are useful elsewhere. I 
believe your ship would be most useful supporting my flagship. You will work closely with my 
Praetors and my Kryopterans, but you will answer directly to me over the normal fleet command. I 
have already made this clear to your superiors in the Navy." 

Mater Tenebraum rises from her seat and gathers up her possessions before walking towards the 


door. She turns her head slightly mid-stride and glances at you with one eye. 

"I found nothing to object to about this meal, Captain." 

You're left sitting there, relief, anxiety, and confusion warring for primacy in your mind. Was this... 
her attempt to THANK you? 


Your crew shared in your confusion when you hailed down to let them know their new orders; 
firstly, that you ate with the Mater and walked away alive and intact, and second, that they were 
now directly under her command. Jakobs insisted on a physicker visiting your quarters personally 
to "make sure she didn't lop a bit off while you weren't looking". The crew redoubled their efforts 
to follow every regulation to the absolute letter- the risk feeling all the more acute now that they 
knew those merciless jet eyes were fixed on the ship. 

And so your new life as the personal logistics craft to the Night Ladies flagship, the "Unnamed", 
began. You hauled extra food, rations, and munitions for them, so that their personal storage could 
be used to carry additional landing craft, orbital bombs, and other tools of subjugation and 
destruction. Rather than taking orders from the wider fleet command, your orders were often 
delivered from the lips of the Mater's Handmaiden- an intense, serious woman whose otherwise- 
beautiful features were marred by a deep scar across her face that left it twisted in a permanent 
sneer. Your excess stock would be issued as reward to companies that had unleashed the most 
brutal blows against the Empress's foes- and spoil taken from those who fell short of the Mater's 
standards would be kept for safe-keeping in your vaults, guarded by her trusted Kryopetran Guard. 
Occasionally, the Mater herself would arrive- unannounced, but mercifully without unleashing 
some data-djinn against your ship like she did the first time- insisting on some trivial errand that, 
you quickly realized, she could have sent one of her agents to carry out in her place. And whenever 
she'd come, she'd take her dinner in your quarters. Always, she'd eat nothing but nutrient rations 
and drink nothing but water, and usually, few words would pass between the two of you- some 
comments on the current campaign, a brief mention of your "efficacy" or "usefulness"- and 
occasionally a stray comment that catches you off guard. 

"That waterfowl smells delicious." 

"Last night was a good night. I was in the field and didn't need to do anything." 

"Your uniform suits you. It looks g- right. It looks right." 

After the third time, you realize that she isn't planning on doing anything awful, or even untoward, 
to you. She simply... enjoys your company, in her odd way. And in time, you come to enjoy hers. 
Her alabaster skin and ebony hair become a pleasant sight to you, and that gaze, which once caused 
dread and terror when she fixed it on you, seems to soften-no, it's still intense, but now... 
captivates, instead of threatens. The liasons went from something that happened once per world, to 
once per month in realspace, to once per week. 

You have no illusions this could be anything more than a way for her to feel closer to the humans 
she safeguards- she's a Primarch, and you're merely a ship captain. You are a man, and she is the 
closest thing to a god that exists outside of the Empress herself. The gulf between you is too vast to 
cross. 


But still, one thing wears at you in the back of your mind- something about your first encounter 
with her that would not stay quiet. The body of a Primarch is a thing of incredible power and 
endurance- any wound it might sustain would surely be far beyond your medicae's power to treat. 
So what did she want with those supplies she took? 

One night- about a "year" after you were made part of her train, such as time can be measured 
when warp-jumps are involved- you find the courage to ask her. And that's when the Mater 
surprised you. She paused in the middle of bringing a spoon of nutrient paste to her mouth, and for 
the first time you saw her mask slip. Uncertainty and something else, something quiet, angry, and... 
sad, played out across her face. Then, suddenly, she rose to her feet. 

"I am done here. Good evening." 

She walked swiftly and as silently as ever from the room, abandoning her half-finished meal. 


Dread crashed over you, and wouldn't leave. You failed the test. You have fallen short of her 
measure, and she will destroy your ship for it. And yet, the crashing blow of the headsman's axe 
did not fall. The next day, her Handmaiden relayed orders to you as if nothing was the matter. As 
far as the crew could tell, nothing was different. 

The Mater didn't come the next week. Or the week after. You relaxed, just a hair- the moment had 
simply passed between the two of you. She no longer wanted to be around you, but at least your 
offense was not so severe that it demanded your life. You would still enjoy a measure of status, 
even though those piercing eyes- 

Who cares about those piercing eyes! You are certain there was no affection between the two of 
you- her heart was too cold for anything beyond a chilly congeniality. Even if you felt some way 
about her, she would never return it. 

At the end of the third week, you were awoken in the middle of the night by a fist on your door. 
When you opened it, the Handmaiden's face stared down at you, slightly above eye level. 

"The Mater requests you in her sanctum." 

*THUNK* went the axe. 


You felt as if you were bound in leaden weights as the lander drifted silently through the void 
towards the "Unnamed". So, this was it. The end. She had let you think you were spared her fury 
so that- what, the hope would make your descent into despair more sweet? And then had ordered 
you brought to her like a fatted calf to the altar. How many men had she done this to? How many 
had she led along, lured into lowering their guard, showing some flaw, some weakness, and then 
destroyed them for it? Dozens? Hundreds? She had lived for longer than any noble could achieve, 
even with juvenats- you doubt she could remember them all. You would join that parade of men 
whose tortured faces at the moment of their undoing no doubt formed the only coal of warmth that 
glowed in her arctic abyss of a heart. 

>You lowered your hands, silently checking the hidden vibro-blade at your side. You knew you 
had no chance against her- you doubted you would even be allowed to go before her unbound- but 
if the chance presented itself, you would at least leave a mark, some tell, that hopefully would 
spare the next fool she decided to hunt. 

>The airlock opened as the lander docked, and you were marched by an escorting pair of 
Kryopterans down a series of shrouded hallways to a towering door adorned with obsidian plates. 
There was a hiss as they slid open- barely wide enough to let you pass through abreast. One of the 
Kryopterans shoved you in, and before you could turn, the doors slid shut. 

>The sanctum of the Mater Tenebrarum was dim- dim past the half-light of steam and flickering 
tunnel-lights that your void-born eyes were used to. Even with their sharpness, you could only 
make out general forms- walls covered in rigid shapes in the middle distance. That same light- 
drinking dark-blue color is everywhere as you cautiously creep forward, trying not to make a 
single sound, under lights set far above. It isn't hard- this place seems to swallow sound as well as 
light. It feels like you're walking at the bottom of one of the great water tanks you've seen in 
battlecruisers. You keep moving, turning through the halls of this place, and eventually, you find 
what you can only assume is the heart of this place- a raised plinth, on which stands a large throne, 
looking over a flickering hololithic display of rolling dark sands under a rich blue sky, studded with 
stars like the stern of your ship with minute impacts from debris fields. 

>Slumped in the throne was the Mother of Darkness. You braced yourself and tried to draw close 
to the walls- 

"Nemo. I know you're here. Don't try to hide." 

>The Mater rose to her feet and turned to face you. Terror rushed to your throat as her eyes met 
you- and then left. They were not full of anger, or disdain, or cruel amusement, or anything else 
you had expected. They were bleary, and hurt, and afraid. 


>You stood there, about a hundred different thoughts competing for space in your forebrain. What 
trickery was this? Just another ploy- no, the Mater wouldn't debase herself like this. You had never 


seen her in such a state- nobody could have. Her reputation could never have survived it. Her 
bleary eyes were accentuated by a tremble in her quiet voice, the razor edge of menace reduced to a 
soft, hoarse whisper. The limpid wetness that clung to her cheeks betrayed that she had been 
crying. She stepped towards you, a long shift that looked unbearably soft enshrouding her body. 
You rose your arms reflexively, but her legs tensed briefly and she crossed the gap between the 
two of you before you could blink. She bent her knees and lowered her head, bringing her face 
down to yours, whispering so softly that you almost had to strain to hear in the eerie blackness of 
this place. 

"I'm sorry, I'm sorry, I didn't mean to scare you, Nemo, I thought you had forgotten and, well, I had 
it under control, I really did, and I- and then they showed me I couldn't anymore, you were making 
me weak, making me selfish, and it'd all go wrong, so I had to, but I can't, I just CAN'T-" 

>You tried to step back, reading the lines of stress and pain that contorted her face, and bumped up 
against the wall. The Mater barely noticed. 

>She was babbling, wild-eyed, out of control- the opposite of the ruthless engine of slaughter you 
knew her to be, but possibly no less dangerous. Your vibro-knife slowly returned to its sheath- 
having it out would only push this into dangerous waters. You chose your next words carefully. 
"Magna Mater, I'm not sure I understand-" 

"Constance!" 

>You blink at the name, uttered with a blend of shame and an almost childlike petulance. 

>"I'm sorry?" 

"Constance. Here, I am Constance." 

>She lowered herself further, down to her knees- with your towering, lanky void-born build, you 
were slightly taller than her, with her back bent slightly and her legs folded beneath her. Her eyes 
locked with yours, pleading desperation in them. 

"Listen. Please, Nemo, just listen." 

>You nod, slowly, and do just that. 


>Constance grew up in a world of blood and shadow, of sprawling cities beneath a night that never 
became day, where every kind of iniquity was practiced upon men with disgusting callousness. Her 
first memories were of hunger, blood, and pain, wandering the streets, starving, and fending off 
vile predators sought to sully this new toy that seemed to have fallen from heaven with deadly 
instinctive reflexes the Empress had imbued her daughters with. 

"It was all wrong. I looked around, and I saw what was happening, and it all HURT. I could feel 
their pain as if it was my own, and I wanted it to stop. So I studied the secrets, the arts of blood and 
shadow, so that I could bring an end to it. So I could bring peace and happiness to the people." 
>Her face twisted 

"But it was too much. Too much pain, too much evil, too much corruption. Too many guilty, so 
few innocents.... I couldn't bear it. Constance couldn't bear it. So... Mater Tenebarum did. She 
could be as hard, as cold, as cruel as the world needed her to be- as I needed her to be." 

"She had to be perfect. Everything she did- all I wanted to build would be for nothing if she was 
just another hypocrite. I denied myself everything- every temptation, all weakness, anything that 
could divert me from my mission. And then... the visions..." 

>Her eyes welled slightly, and her hands jerked up around your back. 

"They show me... they show me what happens if I grow weak. If I stop being the Mater... it all 
goes wrong. So much blood. So much death. It's never enough. No matter what I do, it's never 
enough to stop it all..." 

>Her voice trails off into jagged weeping. You are frozen again- not out of fear, but out of a 
burning sense of shame and uncertainty. How do you comfort something that is supposed to be so 
far above the masses, so much closer to perfection than you will ever reach in your life? 
Eventually, you reach your own arms up around her- in response, she jerks her grasp inward, 
snaring you into a close embrace, pressing you against her like a child clinging to a stuffed toy. Her 
grip 1s powerful, clinging- but precisely controlled, not threatening to crush you. Her heat is like an 


invisible sun, powerful, and with your head cradled against her breast you can hear the alternating 
tempo of her twin hearts. 

"...That's why I came, that day. When it's bright, and loud, and the visions come, it's crippling. I 
have to block it all out. That's what this place is for. So quiet, so dark, so... peaceful." 

>She relaxed her grip, slightly- enough so that the two of you could talk face-to-face again. Her 
expression is torn between wistfulness, and shame. 


"That day, I could feel them coming on the battlefield, and this place was so far away. Your ship 
was above the front I was fighting on, and we were secure, and I knew that you were reliable- so 
few are, they all fear me, but so few RESPECT me- and that enough of the anesthetics could make 
me numb. I've done that, when I couldn't return to this place in time." 

>You interrupt her, fora moment. "... You can't trust your own apothecaries?" 

"No! If they knew my weakness, they would all fall upon me like wolves. The Night Ladies would 
be no more, just a thousand bickering warbands. Mater Tenebarum is PERFECT. She has to be 
PERFECT." 

"When we first ate, I wanted to see how much I could trust you. Whether you were working for 
one of my Praetors, whether you would be trusted with silence- and you didn't try to run, or beg for 
your life. You were so polite, and.. quiet. You could stand me." 

>You think back to that first meal you shared- to the dread you strangled down inside yourself. 

"So I, I put you in my service, and when we spent time together, the visions- the voices- they 
would go quiet, too, for a while. My heart... the pain would be less." 

>Her arms release you. Guilt wracks her face. 

"But then you asked me, and the visions- they came back. They showed me... if I kept it up- if I 
kept doing what I was- they said I was going soft. That I was weak. That everyone would die 
because of you- because of me- because of how peaceful you make me feel. So I, I had to leave. I, I 
tried to block you out, but the voices kept saying I was weak, I still wanted you, wanted our time 
together, that I had to..." 

>Fear spiked in your heart. 

>Her piercing eyes are dulled now- her shoulders hang, defeated. The fear evacuates, replaced by a 
different source of heartache- one that you just now had grown aware of. 

"And they're right. I can't do it. I could never do it. I can't even cut myself off from you. The 
voices, they got so bad..." 

>She pulled her knees up to her chest, eyes staring unfixed at the ground. Seated like this, you 
could almost see the point where her cream-white thighs joined her hips, and the pool of pity 
forming in your heart rippled with a shameful surge of lust. 

"I had to see you again. See you as ME, not as the Mater. Not even this place is enough. The voices 
are right. [am weak. I'm going to fail. It's all going to fall apart. Because I let someone get close. 
For the first time. For the last time." 

>Her voice cracks. 

>And so do you. You move forward, resting a hand on the ivory pillar of her leg. 

>"T can't believe that. These visions, they are WRONG. You are one of the Empress's Firstborn 
Daughters. You are powerful, you are great, you are everything Humanity is meant to be. And 
these voices say that human feeling- the thing you protect, the thing that makes us great and places 
us above xenos and beast- will destroy you? Will destroy us all? Then the voices lie, like the 
whispers that echo in the mind after weeks in the Warp. Without joy, beauty, or love, we are not 
Human, but creatures- just like the philistines and traitors we have faced so many times. As your 
servant, I cannot let you deny yourself these things any longer." 


Constance's eyes widen. 

"You-" 

"Yes. I denied it myself, but I can't any longer. I love you. Mater, Constance, whatever you call 
yourself. Let me show it." 


Color creeps ever so subtly into her pallor. 

"We shouldn't- I must" 

"'-be perfect’? Mater might- I've seen your daughters. But Constance doesn't- YOU don't. How can 
you defend the Imperium without knowing such a key part of what you fight to defend?" 

You draw close to her torso, turn your head, and press your lips against her cheek, and frissons 
more potent than fear race up your spine. Her skin tastes faintly salty- more so, from the tears- but 
with a deeper, subtle element, like the impurities in a mountain stream that make its water all the 
sweeter (or so you had heard from planet-born). Her reaction is immediate- a sudden, sharp inhale 
tinged with pleasure that makes your heart skip a beat. She returns the gesture- her delicate lips 
planting a quick, nervous kiss filled with virginal electricity, before she suddenly parted them and 
ran the tip of her tongue up the side of your face like a knife. You feel your manhood grow 
painfully hard. She pants in your ear, her words strangled. 

"Please, Nemo, I've seen it, but it was wrong, show me-" 

She reaches up to her shift and tears it clumsily off, exposing the ivory curves of her naked body. 
Her hands rush to your uniform as you're undoing the top fasten, ripping it away in a pair of clumsy 
jerks. Her arms pull you in as her legs enfold you, her embrace pressing your face into a point 
beneath her solar plexus. Her twin hearts hammer staccato, her skin's softness almost clings, with 
the delicate scars of old battle injuries healed by her body's cells adding an exotic texture, and you 
can feel the heat of her sex radiating against your lower half. The experience is overwhelming, and 
you have to exercise the same iron discipline that kept you from breaking out of fear to keep 
yourself from breaking from pleasure. You even out your breathing. 

"Constance... if you want me, you need to let me move." 

You feel the heat from her body rise slightly, and she shifts her hips. 

"Here, please, hurry-" 

You move your own hips to accommodate- not fast enough for her, apparently, as she presses 
down with one hand and forces you to grit your teeth as another wave of yearning crashes through 
you. You move with her arms wrapped around you, relaxing as you retreat, then pressing 
inexorably down to force your next assault. Through it all, her voice is nothing but pants and sighs, 
with the occasional strangled whisper. You feel yourself reaching the crest, and she presses close to 
you, hunching over you and whispering- 

"I love you I love you I love you Nemo please please stay with me I love you-" 

You break, for the first of what would be many times in her desperate embrace, until you lose 
consciousness, feeling as hollow as a spent casing, in her arms. You know you could not go back 
from what you have done. Hopefully, Jakobs would manage the Unrivaled well in your stead... 
From that day on, the Mother of Darkness had a second shadow. Rumors spread swiftly about who 
the voidborn attendant was who had suddenly sprouted among her retinue- the wraith glimpsed at 
her side at times, aboard her flagship or at triumph marches. The one that made you laugh the most 
was the one that held you to be a succession of gene-gholams, that the Mater slaughtered in the 
place of those in her inner circle who angered her. Only the Kyroptera knew that she took counsel 
from you, and only her Handmaiden comprehended the truth of your relationship- though she 
would sooner march through a planet's core than betray her Mater's greatest secrets. That it was 
you who could tame her moods, assuage her when she was torn, and keep her on the path when the 
visions demanded unneeded atrocity, that she might only bear the burden of the necessary ones. 
Some whispered that the Mater Tenebarum had grown soft, for she was more hesitant to unleash 
annihilation on those who angered her. Those who tried to move against her learned with their final 
breaths that her claws were no less sharp for being prudently sheathed until needed- and those who 
did not saw that her measure of leniency- the worst offenders made examples of to the rest instead 
of an indiscriminate cleanse- paid dividends in worlds brought into compliance, in a rise in the 
Empress's esteem, and in a hesitant thawing of feeling between herself and her gene-sisters. And at 
nights, in the quiet of the sanctum where the Mater need not stand, you and Constance shared 
hushed, blissful moments surrounded by shadows and the deep blue of the deepest seas. 


Please drop by the archive and comment to let the author know if you enjoyed their work! 


